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went off so very quick, that I flattered myself the whole
would; now I am hoping I shall be quit for one hand, which
is tolerably bad indeed. In one word, and without deluding
myself, but for the moment, it is evident that my constitu-
tion is extremely impaired, and presents but a melancholy
prospect for the rest of my life, which my increasing weak-
ness will not probably allow to be long. Life, which I liked
as well as most men, was indeed never less amiable. To
linger on in illness were a pitiful wish to form, and to outlive
the prosperity and glory of one's country were meaner still
to wish. Wishing in fact decides nothing, and it is silly to
say anything about it; but when the cast of one's mind
is forced on those reflections, one is a very disagreeable
correspondent.

That ignis fatms of a brighter period, Lord Temple, is
dead. He was thrown out of a chaise on a heap of bricks,
fractured Ms skull, was trepanned, and died.

My indisposition will prevent my visit to Nuneham this
month, which I had promised. I shall take care how I
promise, unless what I should not be sorry to be hindered
from executing.

It is ridiculous in gouty sixty-two to make engagements,
or undertake a journey, when at least one ought to put into
one's chaise a crutch, an hour-glass, and a death's head. My
heart to the last will hover about Nuneham, as one of the
few spots it still dearly loves, for its own beauties and its
excellent possessors. I can frame visions of how happyy
how delighted I should have been, had they enjoyed it some
years ago, when you, more Orpheus than Orpheus himself,
would have made the groves dance after your lyre and
pencil, and rendered it what we fancy Pentiums* was, but
was not, and would have found a Sacharissa congenial to her
Waller. I should have been proud to have been Pursuivant
to the house of. Harcourt, and-but adieu visions I I must770.
